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Dan Raphael 
Grazing the elements 
A bowl full of deep water that can't be lifted -
i didn't know our house went so far down, with a walk-in china closet 
as each meal is comprehensive: 
everything the greens & carrots 
read with their roots, the potatoes immersion theatre 
as if the local park's not an extinct volcano 
but a patient mound of tubers sharing news with the rainflow 
feedlot cows have so little to say - quonset fryers even Jess -
with no vistas to experience, eating what's mono-cropped pelletized 
and as edited & steam-cleaned by additives as the network news. 
yet to eat the chicken who'd patrolled your yard for months in all weathers 
eating last year's corn, now's grass and insects; 
or the cow who's tongued every corner of the back 40. 
hunters think they enjoy the hunt but it's information they're after, 
the lore of the forest too compelling to resist, yet too foreign 
for a primitive to unscroll: 
i don't drink through my mouth 
only by soaking in a river or fresh tub. 
i eat soil and sunshine, treasuring eggs and grubs, 
standing naked in a windy gully 'til i'm too full to dress 
A l i c i a  B e a l e  
. A l  L l m t h l i m e  
C l o u d s  c h u g  b y  o v e r h e a d ,  s e a r c h i n g  f o r  s h o r e ,  
I t ' . r  a  c o o l  a f t e r n o o n  i n  a  m o n t h  o f  d a r k  d r e a m s ,  
n a v y  s u i t s  a n d  g r a y  d r e s s e s  f o l l o w  o n e  a n o t h e r  
l i k e  s c h o o l s  o f  f o h  a l o n g  t h e  r i v e r  p a t h ,  
a l r e a d y  c a u g h t  i n  t h e  c u r r e n t ' s  c o l d  r e a l i t y .  
E v e n  l o v e r s  w a l k  s l o w ,  w a t c h  
f o r  a  p a c e  t o  d r o w n  t h e m s e l v e s  o u t  o f  s e r e n i t y .  
I g n o r i n g  t h e  d a m p  g r a s s ,  I  s i t  a l o n e .  
T h e  w i n d  d a n c e s  w i t h  d e b r i s  t h e n  t a k e s  u p  t h e  f e e l  
o f  a n  o n c o m i n g  s t o r m .  W i t h  e a c h  g u s t ,  
m y  b o d y  r o c k s ,  t e t h e r e d  t o  t h e  g r o u n d  b u t  
a c k n o w l e d g i n g  t h e  y i e l d  a n d  p u l l  o f  b l u e  s k y .  
W h e n  d i d  I  b e c o m e  b o r e d  w i t h  
s a i l b o a t s ,  c u m u l u s  c l o u d s ,  s p r i n g  d a y s ?  
W h a t  w o r l d  w a s  i t ,  t h a t  n o  l o n g e r  e x i s t s ?  
A r  i f  i t  w e r e  a  s e a g u l l  w a i t i n g  f o r  d e a d  f i s h  
t o  r i s e  u p  f r o m  t h e  o c e a n  l i k e  o f f e r i n g s ,  
I  p e r c h  t h e  b o o k  o n  m y  k n e e s .  A c r o s s  w h i t e  p a g e s ,  
w o r d s  f o r m  a  n e t ,  o n l y  n o t h i n g  s w i m s  
o u t  f r o m  t h e  s p i n e .  I t ' s  o n l y  m e  t h a t ' s  c a p t u r e d ,  
d r o w n i n g ,  d o i n g  t h e  d e a d  m a n ' s  f l o a t .  
P a g e  2 7  
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where her father couldat he stopped llHl oac Of bet 
brothers tried it too. 
The cold was bad though - cold like she'd never imagiacd 
in her life: 
last week she'd almost killed a man, just for his quilted 
coat. 
Her mom had done her best - she stated it loudly. several 
times. 
She didn't want me to think that her mother was 
negligent. she said. 
Y cs, negligcnt's the word she used: I noticed it right 
away. 
She'd been in school a while and could've been a poet I 
thought. 
but first she skipped to get a job and later she worked 
the streets. 
and before she turned sixteen she quit and moved in 
under the bridge. 
At the weekend market she sat on the ground and 
chalked mandala designs 
with an upturned cap beside her and some water in a 
mug. 
Sunday nights, she ate fries and coke - it was a Sunday the 
dog had come-
and dropped by her mom's with the change from the cap. 
but rarely hung around. 
She needed dogfood; I gave her some money and left. 
and when I looked back 
the dog was resting its chin on her thigh. one muddy ear 
cocked high. 
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